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** Well, if you put it that way, I suppose I must say
yes/* conceded Marie, fearful of annoying her host.
Longford produced a corkscrew and filled two
Venetian goblets, the while he indulged in chat about
music and travel such as had captivated Mrs. Drayton.
Marie became so interested in the conversation that she
was quite unconscious of the amount of champagne
Longford encouraged her to consume, by skilfully
interrupting his anecdotes to drink to the memory of the
musicians he discussed. She felt no ill effects, only an
exhilaration supplanted her former lassitude,
Marie now guessed that Longford was Hobbs's master,
and her misgivings about Hobbs's vulgarity were dis-
persed when Ralph apologized for his business manager's
lack of breeding.
" I hope Hobbs didn't do or say anything outrageous
before I came/'
" He frightened me a bit, but I suppose I was just
silly and old-fashioned."
" You must make allowance for Hobbs," said Ralph
tolerantly. " You see, he's not a gentleman, but he's a
damned good sort. You may be sure he'll guard your
interests."
" Thank you ever so much for introducing me. I do
hope you won't think me ungrateful for speaking my
mind about Mr. Hobbs."
"Not at all. I'm delighted you talk with perfect
freedom."
Longford then suggested that they should go into the
bedroom to examine the materials which were to be
utilized for Marie's costumes. Marie agreed. She
had almost forgotten her reason for visiting Longford's
flat. The wine was beginning to have an effect and
as she rose, she staggered. In an instant, Longford
had caught her in his arms.
"Darling," he whispered, "do you know, child,
that you're very lovely ? "